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“Aw, Mis" Myers—Mis" Myers!™ a
shrill, anxious feminine volee called.
“Ite th' kiars up er down?"”

Mrs. Myers looked up from the pan
of apples she was paring and fndTined
her head sldewlse to escipe the vines
on the porch In an endeavor to ses
who called.

“Why, howdy, Mis' Miracle! They
Jus' went up about quatter un lLour
ago. Light from your saddle an’ stay
.awhlle” she luvited cordially.

“No'm, 1 calu’t. I'm Jex' so worrled
fn my mind! Lowisey's wan aln't been
home for two days., He's aroun’ town
some'ers  chock full of whisky, an’
Lowisey's got no wood cut, an’ the
gyarden needs diggin’, an’ she’s asg mad
as hops, an’ the baby's slck, an’ she

cain't git down atter him,” she clatter

ed in a breath.

The visitor seemed torn hetween a
desire to hasten away and to stay and
unbarden her troubled soul. Clad In
s faded calleo wrupper, tled in place
by a gingham apron, ber thin, sharp
features half concealed by a flupping
snnbonnet, she sat resolutely upon a
flea bitten, lanky old mule, who seemed
snffering from the lnast stages of ennul,

“Yus,” she pesnmedd, “Cal's been gone
two days—be's that triflin’—an® one of
the Simpson back up the road
1 piece told me he wis shootin® his HUp
off about Buck Hawey. Him

uek's had no good blood for each oth-
er eyver sence Cal warried my Lowlsey,
One of these davs he'll git drunk an'
run inlo Buck. an’ there’ll be trouble,
wsure ‘onuf.”

“Oh, Mis" Miracle!” Mrs. Myers cried,
aghast. “I geen Duck lHauey go past
liyer this mawnin', nn' he'd been drink-
in’ sgre’s you're born, You'd better
come in," she begged

“Glddap, Jonnh!”

Mre. Miracle addressed the languid
mule excitedly.

“Mebbe T kin find bim before Buck
Inye gight on hiw,” she called over her
shoulder. "Men are
when they're drunk-—-shootin’ each oth-
er io pleces. Yuh sald th' klare went
aup, didp't yuh*”

“Yas?' Mrs, Myers screamed,
awfol careful.”

With many tugs at the long sulfer-
ing bridle and many high volced ejacu-
“Intions of disgust at the mule's siow-
ness, the paly Avally got across and
disappeared In a rishug cloud of duast.
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“Where'd y° throw that gun?" Cgl
| whispered hoarsely to his mother-in-
law, who was dolng her best to hide
the whip.

“Shet up!" she ndmonished tersely,

'[ “Who's a-goln’ a lick th' hide offen
'me? You—yuh pizen fuced varmint!”
Buck asked. casting n withering, leer-

| out thar tell T put'a 44 in yer hide!”
| he ordered.

“That's enough outen youn!"

Mrs. Miracle’'s volce had an unpleas-
ant, acidulous rasp In it when she be
came thoroughly angry. 8he sprang
from the mule and sdvanced upon him,
Cal's nasty looking revolver in her
| band.

He was too astonished as the barrel
of it neared him to reach for his own
gun at first, and when he thought of
it she anticipated the mowvement,

“No, y' don't, nuther! Btick your
paws up, an’ don't go grabbin' for your
gun, I'll do hit!"

Mechanically his hands went up.

“*Turn aroun’, I say!"

Blowly he turned, still keeping his |

bands up, and when his back was op-
posite her she deftly drew his gun from
his hip pocket. The mule stood still,
an interested spectator, and, going
back to him, she led him to the femce
#nd climbed upon his back,

“Now, you all calkslate on chawin’
ench. other up, don't yuh?' she asked
| coldly, forcing the mule over toward
| the two.

They looked sheeplsh and amlable and
'drunk, but not a thing like fighting.

Scorn leaped into her eyea and col
i ored her weather beaten features. She
advanced upon them as swiftly as she
could make the mule go, the upraised
whip writhing In soaky circles above
her head.

“Alr ye goin' to fight 7" she demundeil. |

The culprits looked decidediy ag-

grieved. Thow ¢omld they possibly be
| s0 misunderstood? Aud fight—without
# gun? What busluess had a woman

mixing In with a man’s business any-
| way?

Mra. Miracle was running things, and
| she didn't besitate to let them see it
either.
polnt.

“You all's been o sbootin®  your
mouths off about each other long "nuf,”
she told them. “Now's your chaonce to
claw an' scrauteh to your hearts' cou-
tent. You all mix right In now, an’
I'll see thet yul play fair!”

The whip whistled and sung about
| them, its cracker alighting occaslonally
with o tantaliziug nip.

Mindiog 1 @§:re seemed to be no alter-
native, Ctal advanced upon Buck and
tapped ‘him playfully upon the shoul-
der. Buck safter a clumsy pass retura-
el In kind. Then they backed away
and regiurded each-other fondly.

“Keep on!" she éncouraged. "“Oal
suys he kif lick th' bide offen yubh, A

| body dassent say thet to me and me |

tnke hit!" she sald scornfully.

Turplog to her son-ln:dlaw, she re-
minded bim; “Buck called you a pizea
fuce. Alr ye afrald of him?" she ask-
el wrathfully,

“Keepon! Keep on!' and the whip
swished an echo.

Thus stimulated, once more they ex
changedl blows, and, owing to a rolling
stone beueath bis foot, Buck slipped

aud his fist landed squarely and with :

considerable force In the middle of
Lowlisey's man's counteniunees,
That jnjected the required

inte Cal, who rewnrdl it

Thew, of thelr own aecord,
Mrs: Mbrwele

delivery.
thiey went to it
upproval,

There wis mueh languinge used
i), deseriptive,
bt thiat

P
Thelr stern wonttor sat above

Tisr
noncompllinentary
only o

Wi expeeted

thiem

i the mule, the varylug stages of the
her

written
lutrp, sun yellowed features,
Now stern disapproval as

Parttle successively npon

0 whisky clouded Leain di
1 o unusually clumsy hlow

leeed or

toguick finshing swile of approbation

b g tofl hardened paw of a band bl

1o good one npon the other's face or

ly
Cul o suceesded  in planting
Duck’s ribs that ealled forth n ponder
s eunt, anid the next

LLH [N

s direction

nrim, threw the two wen  together,
whereupon they Immediately  forgot
their mutual grievances, threw their

‘1o git up,
ing look of contemptat Hoskins, “Stamd |

Her next words were to the |

ginger
with a ter-
Il'll'ir‘ old time open hander” heside the
pther one’s head that cencked with the

nodded

the aetion

NOow

in

instant tried
dizzily to dodge a like one coming in
He wis partly snecess.
ful, but the Wow, slding heueath his

Trivial Annoyances,

It §s surprising how trivial are the
anpoyances which suffice to make some
men miserable. A Inmp of soot rall-
lng on n maisd Gnen, a beefgtenk over-
done, losing a rallway train by forty
geconds afier running himself ont of
breath, a visit from o when he

werem @ W that, catching bim on tne |
polot of theé chin, lunded him, half |
dreaming, upon his back by the road- |
slde. Buck immediatély prepared to
Jump upon him with both feet.

“You let him be!" the mother-in-law
cried flercely. “You give him a chanst
You'll be thar yourself afors
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you know hit!" is overwhelmed with cares, the rasp-

Grimly she stood guard until the  Ing of his nerves by a hand organ
"stricken man squirmed up on his el- when he is wenry, inclined to head-
bow, snd then she administered a ache or trying 1o sleep: even the want
tongue lashing until he staggered dis- of a pin or a shirt button fAying off at
zily to his feet. an unlucky moment, ns when he is

dressing for a dinner party and has
scant time in which to do it—all these

When his vision became clear it was
of his own volition he went back Into

the mill N are annoyances which sorely try a
Except to see that they met her ideas Wan's patience and chafe and wvex
of falr play, Mrs, Mirocle let them many a person more than a serious
fight, once they were in enrnest, nntil | misfortune. Alexander Smith goes so
they had fought their grydge out, and far as to say that If during thirty
long after that until they felt they, Years all the annoyances connected
had licked each other to thelr complete With defalcating shirt buttons alone

satisfaction. conld be gathered into n mass and en-

Even then it was much harder to Jdured at once It would be misery equal
terminate the fight than to start it: but 0 4 public execution.—New York
here, ugain, the whip came Into play, Telegram.

nnd reluctantly they separated.

“Now, Buck Haney,"” she sald, and
her tone was menncing, “you git up
to that house fas' as yuh kin go! Don't
give me none of your sass nuther,” she
interrupted him as he seemed about
to speak,

Thoroughly sobered, though some-
what bewlldered. he passed through
the gute and up the rocky, uneven lane, |
She assured herself that he wis really
frone before she turned to Cal.

“Now you hoof It for howme, she
hissed. He merely giared at her stub-
!hnml,\' and turned In the opposite di-
| rection.

Was she to lose out, after all? Was
| she to go back to Lowlsey with the |

Water and Pure Water,

Pure wiater ls nothing more or less
than a chemical curiosityg Even when
distilled it cannot rightly Le cousidered
perfectly pure. Minersl matter iz the
most common foreign substance found
in “Adam's ale.” This is largely ow-
ing to the fact that all water passes
through rock and soil at some time or
other, In moderate quantities these
mineral salts are quite desirable, as
they are particularly needed for our
bones and muscles, When water is dis.
tilled these mineral substances hecome
detached; hence distilled water [s use-
less for drinking. But if more than n
hundred grains of such salts as magne-
slum or sodium sulphate are contained

| humiliating kpnowledge that she had
| falled? | in a gallon of water it should then be
Herotofore their quarrels had not regarded as a mineral beverage rather

than a good drinking materiul. The
importance of water can be well real-
izedd when we conslder that the very
elasticity of our muscles, cartilages
and tendons is due to the amonut of
water that these tissues contain.—Pear-
son's,

 been her quarrels, but now that she
wis Into it her mountaln blood urged
her to win or dle.

The mule seemed to be in sympathy |
with her for once, for he spurted |
along until she overtook him, and,

| though he had begun to run, the lash
descended and struck squarely,

Whatever opposition was in  his
mind faded with that one blow., Be-
| fore she could administer another he
was headed homeward and outdoing
the mule.

“You'll fin' th' rake au’ hoe side o
th' stable door" she ecalled after him,
“an' th' ax's at th’ wood plle!”

He made no slgn save perhaps to ac- |
! celerate hls spead. Mrs. Myers was
| still on the porch when he passed. She
| poted his brulsed countenance and the
| aleeve torn from his shirt,

Then a volee, timid, anxious, halled
her from beyond the rallroad track,
aud she turned to see,

It was only an angular, sharp fea.

| tured old mountaln woman upon a
| tomnolent mule, _

| “Mis' Myers,” she called, “Mis" My-
| ore, be th’ klars up er down?”

Do Champion Athletes Die Young?

From opinions collected from men
prominent in the athletic world, nmong
them several doctors and surgeons who
have given the subject special study,
it may be concluded that the averige
| man can play baseball, tennis and bas-
ketball with safety until he is forty.
After that age these more vigorous
games become a little dangerous. even
to the man in good physical condi-
| tion. At forty-five, most of the experts
agree, golf, croquet, handball, volley
ball and medicioe ball are more fitting
and, certalnly, safer pastimes, The
United States public health service dis-

| countenances some of the more violent
forms of sport, such as rowing, for in-
stance, even for young men. Long dis-
tapce running, jumpiog and pole vault-
ing also are considered extremely ex-
bausting by its experts. It declares, in
short, that “champlon athletes die

young."—Bbston Hezld.

A Short Lived leland.

In 1867 a new sholll was discovered
in the group of the Tonga or Friendly
islands. In 1877 smoke was seen
over the shoal. In 1883 the shoal had
become n voleanle islind more than
two miles long and 240 feet high, and
a fierre eruption was taking place with.
i . In 188G the I=lhoawd bad begun
to ghrink in dimensions. In 1880 (ts
height had diminished one-half, and
the ocean around it was more
than & mile deep. In 1802 the island
rose only about twenfyv-six l'eer above
sedt level, and g 1808, under the action
of the waves, s complete disappear-
ee wns reporied.

Fully Expilained.

In these days of initlative, referen-
dums and rgl.-nlla it 18 Interesting to
'l rote the expmnation given Ly u well !
| known politiclan to an out of town
friend the otber day in a botel lobby.

“Mr Man goes home and announces
that be is golng downtown after sup- |
| per to meet a friend. That's the initia- |

tive. The wife of the honse says, “Are

vou? o that ascending volce which
spems to walk over the roof of her
nerves,  That's the referendum. Then

Mre, Man sits down and reads his pa-
That's the recall. And that's all
it.  Underatand it now,
Just as easy and simple
Colnmbus

)
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Clise
et
there
tont’ you?
s two and two are four."”
Dispatel.

s to

The Safety First Critic,
‘Brown 1= n very carefn) eritice, isn't

The Polonzelo Arrow.
“An arrow studded with the most
costly of stones, tipped at both ends

with pure viegin gold und headed with Ilrj_.‘]“ SO o=
the feathers of the rarest bird<” Such “He .IJ':‘_"‘.:_.I' mantges to tike th
is the description given of the “Polon- St 1;lII allI' ||I:-' .||.'|‘1f'l\'nl‘lhlil- - ‘,.;uf
zolo arrow,” which in 1434 was pre- mMaat btk .
sented to Bir John Daleourt by & Span- I"l-'n;r (S
sish gentleman, This wonderful arrow S II 'Il A le ki 4 dhortent
was made In 1204 by an ancestor of il 1_|u S
5 3 the other day. aml when she asked
the Spunrd’s, and every stone and hi : e i .
Jewel with which it was sel was said o T ey

Isn't as good as vour mother used to

to represent o hum ife ¢ shor
b RULHTE . ciE RO make. "—Detroit Free Press,

through its instrumentality, The stones
indicated the number of men to whom
it had corried death, while the enrionus-
Iy fashioned -gold and silver jewels
represented the women who had fallen
nnder its poisoned point,

Birds and Lightning.

Birds are sometimes struck by light-
ning, Darwin records the case of a
wild duck that he saw struck by a
bolt while flying. It was Kkilled in-
gtantly and fell to the ground, But

Joys of Hope Deferred.
**‘Hope deferred maketh the heart

fnrms about each other's necks and be.
came a8 loving brothers

Swish, swish! The whip hissed
through the alr above their hends and

MECOHANICALLY HIR HANDS WENT UP.

sick,” says the proverb; but,” sald Mr,
GlHmmerton, “it bhus never struck me
that way, If I could have all my hopes
| tultilled 1 feel that 1 should be dull and

The first house of the strageling Ht-
fle villuge belonged to Bueck Haney.

It sat some distance back from the | alighted In stinging semicircles acrosa logy, satiated, without interest, but
main road, 4 crooked, gully washed | theilr backs and shoulders, \\'Il'll‘ .llup(' "h'.n‘r“_‘l 1 bave ;:iwm‘s
lane leadiug up to it Both men were in their shirt sleeves, something to look forward to, And

As Mrs. Miracle and the mule ap- | and the rawhide bit through the cot- Lias it not often happened that reali-
proached from one slhide a thick set. | ton. It did not reguire wany such ap-

zation has proved less joyous than an-
ticipatlon? Why, certilnly. We may
find success when we reach It but an
empty sbell and laugh to think that
we had struggled for It so eagerly,
Hope's the thing.

“Let me have my hopes, or at legst
some of them, deferred, 1 lUke the
pleture—New York Sun.

disheveled man Inrched towand It from
the uther,

“Howdy, ole woman!” he cried, as
L completed his elrenltons course and
landed unstesdlly in  front of lll*r,1
treating her loeidentally to a genial, |
Meary eved grin, “Where ye stiarted |
nt?"

plicatlons to break the fraternal em-
hirace,
“Stop thet!” she sereamed
“This ain't no love feast.”
Agnin the whip sang
nhove them.

“HIt him, Buck. He says there nln't
no man herenbout kin ek hhm!™

Then to Cal; “Ef von don’t whup

angrily. |
nnd erncked

“T'm fur's ax I'm goin', You git right

rendy to go hack with me. Cal Hos: him =111 tell Lowlsey. Thet'll be Limited Repertory.

Kins"  she salll pgerescively.  “You | suympen else fer you to snswer to her Uncle Shadrach had held down the
ww  Lowisey needs you home, an' ! fep!" job of pumping the organ In his
eoevarden's rannin® wild, an' " The sobhing ceased with a gulp, and ehurch for 4 score of vears., A new or-
“Walt tol 'm throueh with Buek | pnee more they went to lt, ennlst bad eome, and .11 member of the
wney fust?™ he crfed o thick tongued | Opee the patient, long suffering mule chorely asked Uncle Shadeach what he
ALOr, fanhiling In his po Lets (nenn !.Il]l[ll?”l‘li the ]l:‘il‘ nntll ||Ii'}' I‘I'L,'.llll?‘l llmughl uf the newcomer.

# hille

\totast he foud his gitn and, point-
b it waveringly above his hoad, fred
a shot or two, gecampanled by mer
otig Dlgtant, paneons invitations to Bock

their equilibrium.  Sometimes they fell
one upon another, but there wis al-
ways ready watchiul sympathy for the
tnnder dog, and when It fell the top one
whs usually anxious to get off,

“Well, sah,” answered Uncle Shad-
rach, “Al doan wan® to brag, but Ah
cn pump mo’ pleces 'n he kin play,
rah!"—New York IMost,

Tth Arctic Sea Cow.

to “eome ont heer, T ki Hek th' hide Shae wonld not let them rest for &
oTen yoh!” winute, not believing or perhaps never The arctle sen cow, an enormous kind
\!"‘."--1\11 -~!u-11 _\Illnsr ;nnnth right now!" Inln'inlj,i:]I heard of lligl|t1n|: Ir_\‘f rounds. | oe walrus, used to herd In large nuin-
Mrs, Irnele hilsseg Slie e 0 continuous performance -
. s on Bering island, Bot in 1742 it
She lenned over as «he spoke and and beld them strietly to it he £ '

wig discovered by a passing ship and
hunted with harpoons, Other ships ar-
rived after this, and the startled sen
monsters were nul
with such , persistency that o thirty
eight years there was not one left.

dexteronsly «natched the plstol from
his wabbling gragp, She tucked it
somewhere pmid the voluminous call-
co and turued 1o him once more, un- |
fagtening ax she did so 4 businesslike

looklug leather whip from beneath her

Thelr fares becnme unrecognizable
with swent and dust, nnd ocensionally
it redder streak showed when the gkin
beenme broken, It was o pummeling,
i geand gerteh, nowreestling mateh and
(0 bombardment of cholee profanity all

pursned spenred

birds seem to know instinctively that
lightuing is to be feared. That perhaps
is why they seek shelter in thunder.
storms, The sudden disappearance of
the birds is, indeed. in the country one
of the surest signs of an appronching
tempest.

Italics.
Italics are letters formed after the
Roman maodel, but sloping toward the
right, used to emphasize words or sen-

tences. They were first used about
1500 A, 1), by Manutiug, a1 Venetinn
printer. who dedicated them to the

Italinn states; hence the name,

Just the Man.

First Artist—Well, old chap, how 1s
business? Recond Artist—Oh, splendid!
Got a commission this morning from a
millionaire. Wants his wife and chil-
dren painted very badly. First Artist—
Well, you're the very man to do that.—
Exchange

Rather,
“1 don’t believe the woman who has
the next apartment to ours ever touch:
e8 her parlor carpet.”
“My dear, that's a sweeping arraign-
ment.”—Baltimore American,

It is better to belleve that a man
does possess good qualities than to as.
sert that he does not.—Chinese Maxim.

Marriage and Mathematics.
“Yes," sanld the old mathematician,
with n glenm in his’eyes, “I've always

HPron.

“You shet your mouth,” she repeat
edd, “an' go long howe!™

Eaclh seomed to e wensuring  the

gtrength of the other
minute they stomd thos,

Then a bel

the tension
“Yow! Who's n-eallin’ Buck Haney
I'd like ¢ know!"

proaching, this

For n full halt

lering volee from bebind them broke

A second nosteady flgure was ap-
time by the rain gullled

rolled futo one

i A\t last the <tragele bhegan to show
potr  them A¢ (hey woenkened and
TE whisky wore off they Degan t

develop a cerinln wiatchfnlness.
wlll=c¢lumsy perhops
theless, nod

tntor's interest helghtened.

It may have been partly skill or ae-
but in one of these
felnts Buck got theough Cal's guard

cldent or luck,

)
It was
but skill never
when headwork got the
better of brute strength the lone spec

looked at it that way. Marvlage Is ad:
| dition: when the Mitle ones come JtU's
multipllention; when dlssension looms
up to cloud the horizon of thelr happl
ness It's diviston, and when the final

Lacnrﬁh.

Jimmy doesn't waste any words, 11e
wns driving a vigitor across the com
mon a
saw a eart Iving among the gorse with

few evenings ago when they

- | purting comes it's subtraction!”

i broken shaft. The visitor asked him
what had happened to it,

“Met npother one.” he replied.

“Oh, but"-

“Saturday night!” he interrupted.-
Manchester Guardlan.

“And how about divorce?' nsked the
listener

“0h, that would come under the de
nomination of fractions!”—London Tel:
egraph,
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Mere
Man

Story of the Wooing of the
Fair Miss Mae Pope.

:

By FANNIE HURST
Copyright by Frank A. Munsey Co
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With exqnisite precision Milss Mauae
I"ope—XM-i-e, pledse—festooned a yel-
low silk searf, fringe edged, over one
corner of the parlor mantelplece, A
bisque shepherd fastened the drape in
place wi! =smiled down the length of
his shelf nt »n bisque shepherd lnss who
leaned deross a blsgue ralling and re-
turned the identical smile. |

Between the two a gllt framed pho-
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tograph of Miss Mae Pope, taken at
the age of fifteen, held center place. |

Accurately posed in a white frock and
communion vell, her figure was the
erect result of a rigld vertebrn and a
photographer's hrice.

Miss I'ape took up the glit frame,
breathed upon its face, polished the
glasg protection and replaced It npon
its lace mat.

“Maw.” «he called, "ain't you done
with them supper dishes yet?"

Almost fimmedintely  Mrs, Pope ap-
peared between the portieres, wiping
her molst pluk hands on a towel,

“suy, what do you think this here
the Waldorf-A=torin® If yvou're In
il o haery why don’t voun come out
and eut your own ham awl slice vour
own bread ¥

“For lnnd's suke, maw, [ nin't deef!”

“The sandwiches Ix ready,” she re-
tortedl irvelevautly “nnd the
glsses and root beer is on the tray. In
my day gurls didn't et up to thelr
voung men this away,"”

“When 1 keep company with a gen-
Teman friend like Mr. Sarpy you nin't
zot no Klek eoming.”

*1 alp't suxin’ nothin®
him,  Men are o decelvin
ean't tell nothin® nbout “em,"

“Ain't 1 tolil you tlhiree times, maw,
thot he's been in the wents' fMmrnishing
four menths?
to know hiw when be was in the white
goods over at Traev's.  He's the goods
nll right.™

“Hnh!™ snid Mrs, 'ope,

“He ain’t <er up to suother girl on
the fdoor Lut me"—

“That fer all you know "

“If It wasn't that | was put over on
the book sile, | never would even have
seen him,  He's the smart Rind. he s,
There sln't o noon houre hie don't come
uver to the books and read sronmd.”

I'hen what's he settin® up to yon
Fer?" Mrs, PPope snitfel suspiciotusly.
“You aln't nothin' in the ook line

“1I enn't keep a fellow from getting
<tuck o wme, can 1Y Miss "ope low-
veed et gyes,

“Rixtr-seven dollars pin't b mon.
oy, assented the moplee,

is.

enongl,

Tl I've seen
lnt You

her

URIXty-seven Ay corrected
danghter,
“Just gimme one look at liim an' |

I Know miore aliont him ‘n vou and
Virginia Tompkins together”

“Fer howds saake, maw, don't ferglt
what to say when I make yom ae
auatinted.”

Mrs, Pope wlonees] ot her donghter
Sweith intent to o wither, 1 linew man
7 ~RBER.

- N
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ME BARPY BOWED T0 A CAREFUL ANGLE.
hers before you was born,” she re-
ied.

“Maw"—Mlss 'ope bent forward on
the divan, the dawn of an inspiration
flushed her face—"where's them books
Effie's boss gnve her after the Sixth
wvenue store fre?”

“Out proppin’ up the kirchen table
leg so it won't wabble,  Watcher
want?"

A flash of red Kimono and Miss Pope
disappearid,  Almost Immediately she
returned with three small volumes In
the curve of ber arm, a yellow and
slightly damaged by fire copy of Owen
Meredith's “Lucille,” an old edition of
“Thelmn,” and a brown bound “Auto
orat of the Breakfast Table!” She
stncked them symmetrically on the
center thble.

“These books look flne,” she erfed.

A clock struck the half hour,

“Looky,” erled Miss Pope, “it's time
o dress”

“Be sure and sing fer him, Mae"

“If 1 dou't hurry and get dressed
I'll look like a rag, I will.”

Two hours wnter Miss Pope reappear-
#d through the bead portieres.

perky pink bow In her hnie and at her
throat. Her brief sleeves terminated
nt the elbows in pink rosettes,

Mr, Burpy rose from his three legeed
chale in great hnste and much embar
rassment,

"Good evening, Miss PPope

His hair fitted his head
low ollskin enp, and his “complexion

"

| his neck about his small tall collar.

| that pattered like rain.

Virginin Tomwpkins used |

' volee when she's In practice.”

There |
wias 4 pink spot on each cheek and o |

1\Hw n yel |

w: o+ thought you meant it.”

was correspondingly rair. Wheo Mr, 1. 8" His hand woerkal open her

Sarpy shaved It was as manly pastime
rather than hirsute necessity.

“How d'ye do, Mr. Sarpy 7"

They shook hands.

“Aln’t this a pleasant evenlin'?"

“It is that,” agreed Mr. Sarpy.

Miss Pope smoothed ber white dress
until it clung to ber like an ephod of
grace and crossed ber feet dalntily.
Her companion let his hands hang over
his knees and busied himself yanking

“I dldn’t see you when 1 left the
store, Mr. Sarpy.”

“Indeed, 1 was in the vicinity of the
shirts all day.”

“By the way, you ain’'t never met
maw, bave you?"

“Beg pardon?”

“1 say, you ain't never met maw,
have you?"

“No, no, [ never had the pleasure.”
Mr, S8arpy's neck darted uneasily again,

“Well, what-n yvou know about that,
and I been talkin® about yon ever since
I got the book shift! 1'1 call her this
minute."”

Mr. Barpy half rajsed himself from
the divan.

“Mease don’t let we disturb”— he
began, but Miss Pope had plrouetted,
Hght as breeze between the portletes

“Oh. maaw!” Her volee ¢ame baek

to bl e o bell, 2Ol maw. dear,
woulil you siop readin” long enough o |
step into the parlor and meet Mr.

Sarpy ¥

Mrs, 'ore Liid aside a hiree woolen
srrangement she wis Knltting and rose
stilly fros bep chatre. Her spotted silk

dress rustle .,

“IT'S JUST BRAUTIPUL,"” HE BAID SOPTLY.

In that belef moment Miss Pape | pliant fingers, and his knuckles rested
stralghtens] the maternal neckhaml | against her palm.
whispered o (nal admonition In her “M-a-y! You're naumed after the fair

mother's very red eunr and danced back
fnto the parlor

“Ma'll be here bn just o winute, My ‘
Sarpy. She's always readin®!™

Presently Mrs. Pope hove i Slw|
rattled when she walked, and after you |
had regarded her for a bit the large
white spots on ler black gown began |
to mugniry auwd rotate until the gift of |
sight becume g curse,

“Maw, I waut to make you acquaint-
ed with my friend Mr. S8arpy.”

est month iu the year.”

She glggled and turned her redden
Ing face from Lim.

“Oh, Mr. Sarpy!"”

His knuckles pressed her closer.

“Divinely tall and most divinely
falr!” he quoted,

He coulll see the color creep higher
into her fuce,

“Will you be mine, little one?' he
whispered in a tone that qualified him
for juvenile roles in a stock company,

“I"leased to meet you, ma'am.” Mr, For some jnexplicable reason, known
Surpy bowed to a careful angle. only to ber sex and kind, Mlss Pope's
“Pleaseil 1o meet you, sir. Nice | eyes were suddenly hlurred with tears,

weather, nin't 1t¥"
“It 1a that” carefully reseating him
welf.

| He ook his watery cue and In the
most unapproved fashlion kissed her
smackingly on the llps, I
“"Mae suys you work at the Biggest| “That seals our love, honey. That
store too.” | meany we're engaged,” and her blond |

“Yes, ma'am,; I'm in the alsle ad-| head nodided on his sboulder. |

joining to the books™ ; “Tan't it great, Mae?' he whispered
“Well, well, w0 books is your spectal | to the rear of her colffure.

e “Mr. Sarpy—Gus’'— she breathed,
“No'm." Mr. Sarpy spoke with some !  He made her repeat the glorifled
reluctance,  “I'm In the gents’ fur'

name, and then he klssed agatn the

nishing—next aisle to the books.” lips that Lad haloed it.

“Bo gents' furnishin' is your partic| They sat on the
lar line!” i smoothed ber hand.

“No, ma'am; 1 have been In the hard-|  “I'm for u June wedding.” said be,
ware and In the white goods.” “when nature 18 in bloom. and there

“Mae, why don’t you sing fer your| iy Copey and the patk for Sundays,”
friend? She ain't got a bad nlnxlu'l “June! (ius, that's only two months

divan, amd he

With her foretinger Mae traced a pat- |
tern on the brocade. |

“Aw, maw,” she premonstrated and |
glanced oirt of one eve at Mr. Sarpy.

“I'd be pleased to hear you sing, |
Miss Pope.” [

“And me with such o cold!™  But |
she < orvend herself over the plano stonl |
amd cast her eyes o modest fashion
at @ remote anzle of the coiling.

After o long and fervent erescendo
the performer swung lightly aronnd on

“Months on lenden wings.,” as the
poet says.

“We nin@ so had
we, Gus?” |

“Not a—tall, dear, not at—all."

“There's 1 swoell three rooms in An
nle’s bullding over on Second Avente
—stationary washtubs and $21.°

“That 18 not bad, Mae." Hlis eyes
were shining,

“Annfe's got

off on £67.50, are

i dandy dining room

; sel, colden oak nnd round table, #
her stool | low.
: z oW,
“You iy Iust zromd,’ i Mr 5 -
Kiit ¥ el it : When lhe finally rose to depart, the
] )
,.ii £ ; 1 ! elevated hmd long censed to roar, save
O, yonp Jodlier, sl e with sueh ) - -
ool nt intervals. The stiliness hroke npon
- . them suddenly
“Mavlip S " ke & . 3 i
M |_ I My, ..|1|.__\ would 1k T S 't medn to stay so late he
rFelves=iinnent=, Mie 1 Tl
Tlhe root e gl sandwico les woere JERAE
! LA - R . 1_' They lingered over the moment of
ey Wl bl A Irtonig ¥ 12 i -
i | F v TR, S thelr farewell
iy an o Bt Bl - ath 1
1%y HARLI RS “You'll give notlce next week that
“Ihee Ditives another spmdwich, Mr You're 'I":”:“' hsirie
Sarpy,” g TP R S .
I . _ “Yeg," she murmured ifuto his coat-
“No, thank youn He placedd s glass sleeve,  “I wottd to begin to get readys.”
o the mantelplece and  fecked  his sGroodby. Mae—take good care of
Hps with his hiandkerchief. Miss Pope voursoelf "
roughed twice biehind her hand, and | oy gee gon iy the morning."” she
hef motlier o said half tearfully
1 guess Tl be saying good night, She stood In the open doorway 11s-

Mr. Sarpy, 1's old folks ain't 8o spry
ol our legs as you young ones."

Mlss I"ope blushed,

“Gpood night, Mrs, Pope,
that I met you"

“Same to you,” sald Mrs, Pope, clos-
ing the folding doors hehind her,

He bowed her out.  Miss Pope re-
mained at the center tble, ruffing
the leaves of n book idiy through her |

tening to his retreating footsteps elick-
cliek down one, two. three, four fiights
of fireproof stofrs.

Then she ¢losed the door softly, hold.
| ing the kool to save the squeak, nnd
tiptoed aeross the room to lower the
shade

At the window she paused a moment
The stlence fairly huzzed In her ears,
Ax she looked out her lips parted,

I'm plensed

fihwers.  Mr. Sarpy returned to her “1 wonder,” she was thinking, “how
tido, , much Annie's green earpet cost.'

“Your mother's n pleasant, intelligent The Eskimo Code
Indy." ¥ A :

] . ", The Eskimo's social and moral code
s :‘II\ think -she's nlid,™ S Feplipd s interesting. Its chief provisions are
"; bl h | Should o man inadvertently or by
1”,',:; took the hook gently from her malice aforethought kill nnother the

R | wife and children of the man so killed

“What are youo reading®* He held |

| remain a burden on the murdereér so
loug as he or they live,

A drift log fouml is treasure frove
and belongs to the finder, who Indl-
cates possession by placiog upon it a
pipe. mitten or personal trinket of
some kind.

No one miust ent el and walrus on
the same day.

All large animuals killed are to be
lookedd upon as common property of
the tribe and not as a personal belong-
ing of the man who kills them,

it slilewise and rend the title, his face
hrightening.

“‘Lueille.  Oh, Miss Pope, are you
fond of ‘Lucille’ too¥*
| "1 just love it, She's my favorite.”

They talked in subduoed tones, and

after awhile he wandersd over to the

hearth, took the gilt framed photo.
graph from off the mantelplece and re-
faarded It thonghtfally,

“That old thing!" she objected.
*That old thing's six years old!”

“It's just beautiful,” lhe suid softly. | : . .

“Now, you stop your jollying!™ Punishment In Persia.

Mr, Sarpy, in whose "blood ran the |  Among the Persians the usual mode
corpuscles of philosophy, studied the | of punishment is the bastinado, from
picture with a thonghttul pucker be- | which men of the highest sank are not
tween his eyes | exempt, 1t is inflicted with very great

“From the ehilil to the woman; from | severity, frequently so a8 to render the
the communion vell to the weddlng | sulferer almost a cripple for life. The
vell." |vi--!lm is thrown upon his face. and

There was a crucial pause. ench foot 18 passed through a loop of

“You got such a poetical way about | strong cord attached to & pole, which Is
yvou," she whispered. | rlged horizontally by men, who, twist-

He moved nearer, and thelr faces, | ing it around, tighten the ropes and
startled and flushed, were reflected in | render the feet immovable, Two exe

the mirror. cutloners then strike the soles alter
“Guess what I'm thinking?' he | pately with switchies of the pomegran-
asked, fate tree well steepwsd in water to ren-
“Oh, you!" she gasped, with a | der them supple. The punishment fre-
telepathy that would have roused [ quently lasts for au hour or until the
| sclence. L unforfunate vietim faints from pain.
“You're just my style of a girl, Miss - |
Pope. If I do say It myself, I'm not |
llke most fellows, that want a girl to | {
be pretty and nothing else. I lke them His |nference. tled 1ad |
o know about books amd things. Walter-There's an unmarried lady|

wishied to speak to you on the tele
phone, sir. Hotel Visitor—How do yon
know sha's unmarried, Walter—8he
snid pot to bother {f you were cngag
e, sir.—Chlengo Herald.

That's what I say."

“I've always been that a-way,”" she
confessed

“You aren't like other girls,” Tha
| perenninl phrase fell fresh from hin
lips.




